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By some secret conduit word reached Mary at Hunsdon in
Hertfordshire ahead of Robert's searching cavalry. She turned
and fled to Kenninghall, a seat of the Dukes of Norfolk, those
blue-blooded Howards whom her father had so merrily decimated
but who nursed an even more passionate grudge against the
upstart house of Dudley. There she issued a proclamation assert-
ing her right to her people's love and loyalty and fled on a step
ahead of Robert's swift pursuit. He followed, picking up rein-
forcements on the way under his eldest brother Warwick, but
she continued out of his reach to the Norfolk fastness of Fram-
lingham. Robert gave up the chase at King's Lynn, where he had
his sister-in-law Lady Jane proclaimed for the first time and
paused to await his father's further orders.
They never came. News trickled through instead that the
country was rising for Mary; that Northumberland, urged by
his accomplices, had reluctantly left London, much doubting the
fidelity of those same accomplices, to undertake her capture in
person; that London had in fact revolted and his confederates
either turned against him or been imprisoned; and finally that
the Duke himself had been arrested in Cambridge and brought
back to the capital a prisoner. Presently a detachment of the
royal forces appeared at King's Lynn to claim Robert's own
surrender and lead him by way of Framlingham to join the others
of his family in the Tower.
On August 18th Northumberland appeared with his eldest son
before a jury composed largely of his late confederates to plead
guilty to high treason. Nothing in his life became him less than
the leaving of it. He wrote grovelling letters to the Queen,
cringed before the colleagues who had been prudent enough to
abandon him in time. It all availed him nothing. In the early
morning of August 22nd he left the Gate House for the fatal
patch of greensward his father had had to tread forty-three years
before almost to the day, A few minutes later, supporting him-
self against the east rail of the scaffold, he delivered his valedic-
tory to the curious crowd below. It was the kind of occasion
from which many a lesser man snatched a radiant shred of im-
mortality; he utilised it for a last orgy of cant and self-pity:
"But not I alone the original doer thereof, I assure you, for
there were some others procured the same, but I will not name
them, for I will hurt no man now. ..." Like two incurable
flaws in the brilliant Dudley metal ran the parallel impulses to